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All too often, due to exploitation through cheap mo¬ 
tion pictures with little to sell except a title and some 
lousy acting; second rate novels by hack authors, and 
similar publicity, the term torrid has come to be synony¬ 
mous with lurid. 

We associated with the first issue of this magazine, 
of course, do not feel this way at all. The birthplace of 
luridness is in the human mind, and we know those who 
could read a double meaning into the first gurglings 
uttered from the mouths of babes. To us, TORRID is 
a state of being; some girls have it, some girls do not. 

TORRID-ity (if we may develop the phrase) is the 
ability of a girl to arouse within the male animal, be he 
man or mouse, the desire to know more about this girl.. . 
to find out what she has that thrills him, makes him 
want her. 

There are those girls in the world — indeed, in these 
pages — who cannot help being TORRID; it is a quality 
which they simply have. It required no development 
nor cultivation. It just happened at birth and they have 
grown up with it. 

There also are those girls who attempt to gain a TOR¬ 
RID personality through the practice of rituals gleaned 
from beauty manuals; by purchasing the so-called “right” 
clothes, and by allowing their vocabularies to be drained 
from the gutters. Needless to say, this category never 
quite gains that illusive goal. They remain simply lurid. 

In TORRID, we have attempted to assemble that mys¬ 
terious quality and quantity that makes old men shed 
their years and young men wish they were old enough 
to be able to boast of their experiences; we feel certain 
that the assemblage of photos, fact and fiction here will 
do much to make vou realize it is not horrid for a girl to 
be TORRID. 

In fact, from the male standpoint, it’s a most desire- 
able state! 
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She danced with careless freedom, 
putting out her arms and caressing 
the air in front of her. She laughed 
aloud from sheer joy and pretended 
that Isaiah was there already. The 
men did not know why she laughed 
hut they joined in anyway. And in 










Even- man ached dep inside him¬ 
self as Justa, the dancer, moved from 
table to table giving each eager pat¬ 
ron of the cantina one special ges¬ 
ture just for him as she passed. A 
slyly croked smile for one man, an 
unexpected tilt of her pointed breasts 
for another, a slight quiver of her 
rounded buttocks for a third. 

Justa and the melody moved to¬ 
gether at a slow, pleasureful pace, 
like two lovers leisurely exploring 
each other at the beginning of a long 
anticipated affair. Each man watch¬ 
ed and silently promsed himself the 
richer pleasure of conquest later that 
night when the wine was gone and 
the rest of the patrons were uselessly 
drunk. Each man thought the same 
thing. Each man believed that Justa 
belonged only to him. And perhaps 
in a way, she did. After all, she was 
the only full-time whore in the dirty 
little town of Rio Conchos. 

Romulo, the fat proprietor of the 
cantina, smiled happily as he looked 
around his establishment. Before 
Justa came to work for him, he was 
a very poor man indeed. Now the 
place was crowded every night. His 
customers also were very poor, but 
they drank wel and paid well for the 
privilege of a comforting hour with 
Justa. They nepded to forget their 
misery and Justa’s tender hands and 
firey body were better than wine to 
them. 

The music quickened and Justa 
responded with a saucy roll of her 
breasts. One almost slipped from the 
skimpy confines of her clinging 
blouse. Manuel, the storekeeper, 
wanted to reach out and grab, but 
controlled himself, thinking that the 
other men woud joke and call him 
too eager. So he calmly sat back and 
closed his eves for a moment, re¬ 
membering tne salty taste of her ex¬ 
citable body. 

Spinning suddenly, Justa’s colored 
skirt jerked up, revealing her long 
slender thighs and trembling hips. 
The fanner, Juan, looked with un¬ 
controlled passion, remembering the 
strength of her untamed naked body. 

Justa, herself, was not aware of 
the greedy eyes that devoured her. 
Tonight she was dancing for the 
pleasure and joy that was flooding 
through her young, vibrant body. 
Tonight would be a very special 
aight. Word had been sent that the 
\mericano, Isaiah Tallock, was 
aiming. He had been with her for 
me wildly exciting week and the 


memody of that visit had never left 
her. Isaiah was the only man who 
ever excited her own emotions. And 
she loved him deeply, as deply as 
she hated all the others. 

Before he left, Isaiah said to her, 
“Justa, I promise I’ll come back to 
you.” 

But she did not believe.. . she did 
not dare believe. Many men had 
said that they woud return . . . men 
that she had tried to love. She laugh¬ 
ed at his words. Laughed to keep 
the tears away. But now he was com¬ 
ing back just as he said he would! 
And againt she was laughing to keep 
the tears away. 

She danced with careless freedom, 
putting out her arms and caressing 
the air in front of her. She laughed 
aloud from sheer joy and pretended 
that Isaiah was there already. The 
men did not know why she laughed 
but they joined in anyway. And in 
each one’s mind was a secret desire 
to hold, to caress, to love her trem¬ 
bling body. 

Only Lino did not laugh with the 
other men. In his mind was the de¬ 
sire to kill that moving body, to si¬ 
lence forever the cutting laughter. 
Justa plagued his every thought. She 
refused to play favorites and treated 
each man exactly like the next. Lino 
thought he was a better man than 
most and his pride was deeply hurt. 

“You do not look happy tonight, 
my friend,” said Romulo, the greasy 
proprietor. Lino looked at the man 
with cold, hard eyes for a moment, 
then shoved his empty glass toward 
the bartender. 

“Again!” mumbled Lino. His eyes 
shifted back to the dancing girl. 

Romulo filled the glass carefully. 
“Why do you worry yourself so 
much? Justa is not yours. She be¬ 
longs to no one man.” 

“Someday she will,” answered 
Lino smiling. “You will see . . .and 
it will not be that filthy pig of a 
gringo!” 

“Or you, my poor sad friend." 
laughed Romulo, sliding the dirty 
gins of rot-gut whiskey back to Lino. 
The man quickly tossed the burning 
liquid down his tightened throat 
and wiped his mouth with his grimy 
hand. 

Justa’s dance was reaching a cli¬ 
max with an explosion of movement 
and color. Her legs moved switfly as 
she drove her clacking heels into the 
rotting wooden floor. Her full breasts 
moved rapidly and she breathed 


deeply as if each breath would be 
her last. The room was hot and 
sweat ran down her forehead and 
along her cheeks. Her wet clothes 
clung tightly to her excited body, 
accentuating the violent rolling of 
her seductive hips. 

The men watched eagerly and 
weighed their chances of being first 
to take Justa that night Suddenly 
the door opened and a shadowy fig¬ 
ure moved into the room. Only Justa 
noticed the entrance of this tall, lean 
figure covered with dirt from the 
blistering desert to the north. 

The dance ended suddenly as 
Justa struck a haughty but provoca¬ 
tive pose. The men applauded wild¬ 
ly but Justa ignored them. She ran 
quickly to her Americano. Isaiah 
grabbed her tightly and looked 
deeply into her flashing eyes. 

Panting hard, Justa whispered to 
him, “Do not waste time in looking 
at me . . . You know what I wait 
for.” 

Isaiah hungrily placed his lips 
against hers. Yes, he thought, it was 
worth traveling this great distance 
to be in her arms again. Their kiss 
became a pasionate. violent joining 
of two outcasts. The men grumbled 
with disappointment. They turned 
to each other, hoping that someone 
would attack first. Attack to destroy 
this intruder who had dared to min 
their visions of a lusty night in bed 
with the beautiful Justa. 

Only Lino made a move forward. 
He reached for his gun, slung low 
on his hip. Unexpectedly, he felt the 
cold barrels of a shotgun pressed 
hard against his back. 

“Ah, my poor friend,” whispered 
Romulo. “If you draw your gun, it 
will be necessary for me top ull this 
trigger. Have you seen what a 
double barrel can do to a man at 
this range?” 

Lino let his hand relax to his side. 
Anger and disappointment raged 
through his body. 

The stars shone brightly that night 
on the little Mexican town. The 
wind blew silently except for a little 
humming sound now and then as it 
passed through the rickety fences 
that lined main street. Fences to 
keep the pigs and chickens from 
running away. But the people of Rio 
Conchos needed no fences. They 
were captives unto themselves. 
That’s the wav they wanted it. To be 
alone and to be left alone. Captives 
to poverty and loneliness, and they 


5 


TORRID 




were happy with this lot in life. 

But that night as they walked 
along the sandy street, Justa and 
Isaiah were free. They were going 
to be together. 

Isaiah was silent as they headed 
for Justa s small shanty at the edge 
of town. Isaiah’s head was whirling 
with many thoughts. Maybe 111 be 
able to have a lew days. I don’t 
think the posse will come this far 
south. If only I hadn’t killed that 
bank clerk! Whv was he so dumb, 
anyway? Why do men always want 
to act like heros? That damned, 
lousey stinkin bank only had a few 
hundred! Was it worth his life? 

Isaiah swore silently for a moment 
while he tried to collect his thoughts. 
Justa put her arm around his waist 
and leaned her head against his 
shoulder as they walked. Isaiah 
stroked her hair in an absent-minded 
way. 

No one will think of looking for 
me in this run down bunch of adobe 
shacks, he thought. Anyway, I’ve got 
Justa. She’ll be enough to take my 
mind off my troubles. She’s good at 
that. 1 bet she really thinks I love 
her just because I promised to come 
back. 

They were nearing the edge of 
town now. A dog barked in the dis¬ 
tance, frightening a feu- drowsy 
chickens. The clucking of the chick¬ 
ens awakened a sickly baby who be¬ 
gan to cry as loud as its little worn- 
out lungs would let it. 

Justa’s place was just a dried mud 
shack with cloth thrown over the 
windows and a few boards nailed 


together on rusty hinges to form a 
door. But it was more than that to 
Justa - it was a retreat, it was a 
refuge, it was an escape. And tonight 
she was going to escape more than 
she had for months ... with the man 
she loved most. 

She pushed open the door of the 
hut and beckoned for Isaiah to enter. 
Isaiah bent down to clear the door¬ 
way and stepped inside. He tried to 
adjust his eyes to the darkness of the 
room. 

No. he thought, not in all the time 
I’ve been away has there been one 
single change. The same faded bull¬ 
fight poster on the wall, the same 
washed out serape covering that 
monstrosity of a bid. 

The bed was magnificent and the 
only real piece of furniture in the 
small room. Both the head and foot 
boards were beautifully carved with 
winged cupids and floral designs. It 
came all the way from Madrid and, 
at one time, belonged to a great lady 
in the Spanish court. It was huge . . . 
and two people coud spread across 
it with great ease and sink deep into 
its feathery softness. 

Justa had received the bed from 
a reckless bandit who lived and 
worked in the Diablo country. She 
had given herself to him in a series 
of exhausting but extremely satis¬ 
factory affairs and the bed was his 
parting gift to her. It was a gift that 
really meant something to Justa. It 
should . . . because she spent a great 
deal of time in it So much, in fact, 
drat the legs were driven deep down 



“Sorry, Miss Klegg, but my 
stethoscope is out of order." 


into the dirt floor of the adobe. 

“Isaiah?" 

“Yes, Justa." 

“Are you glad to be back?" 

Isaiah was silent for a moment as 
he glanced around the room again. 
He thought, there must’ve been 
some other hole 1 could’ve found to 
hide in. Isaiah tmed to Justa and 
said aloud, "I told you I’d be back. 
I’ve kept my promise." 

“Do you want me to light the 
lamp like before?" 

“Yes,” answered Isaiah. “You know 
I like to watch you undress.” 

Justa crossed the rotn and took 
some matches from a dusty shelf. 
She lifted the glass chimney and 
struck a match. As she lit the lamp 
the dingy rom was bathed in a sicklv 
yellow glow for a brief second be¬ 
fore settling down to the usual drab¬ 
ness. Justa replaced the chimney. 

“Bright enough?” she asked. 

“Turn it down a little.” 

She turned the lamp lower until 
they were barely visible to each 
other. In the gloomy light, they be¬ 
came just two orange outlines, glow¬ 
ing against a field of blackness. 

Isaiah watched as Justa slowly 
pulled her blouse over her head. She 
turned and looked at him. Her 
breasts were full and pointed. Firm 
and youthful — not the usual pair 
that go with a woman of Justa pro¬ 
fession. 

“Did you miss me. Isaiah?" 

This time Lsaiah’s answer was 
truthful. He most certainly did miss 
what he was looking at now. 

“Yes. honev.” 

She walked over to him and look¬ 
ed up into his sunburned face. She 
put her hands to his cheeks and 
studied his handsome, sad face, try¬ 
ing to read the many lines that criss¬ 
crossed die tough skin. She looked 
deep into his ey es. 

“Your eyes have seen much, my 
gringo.” 

“Any eyes see a lot. Mine are no 
different." 

“That is true. But no matter how 
hard the face, (me usually sees ten¬ 
derness in the eyes. There isno ten¬ 
derness in your eyes, Isaiah." 

“No?" be laughed. “Maybe you 
don’t see any because I’ve never 
known any." 

"You have known only violence?” 
she asked. 

"That’s right, Justa. You get only 
violence so you give only- violence." 

Justa pondered the thought for a 
moment, then walked back to the 
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kerosene lamp and turned it up 
brighter. She stood there looking at 
Isaiah as she began tou ntie the cord 
that held her skirt around her waist. 
Slowly she let the skirt slip down to 
her ankles, unveiling the perfect 
curves of her hips. After lightly step¬ 
ping out of the skirt, she reached 
down and picked it up. Justa laugh¬ 
ed softly and tossed the skirt to 

loiah 

“Is not what you see . . . tender?' 
she asked. 

His eves carefully examined each 
point of interest of her naked bodv. 
Now he was glad that he had made 
this long trip. As he looked at her. 
the ugh' room seemed to lose all its 
gloominess. He was even sorry he 
had thought bad things about her. 
After alL she was a fairly decent girl 
... as decent as any prostitute can 
be. And right now it made no differ¬ 
ence how she lived as long as she 
was a woman. He needed release 
bad. 

“I asked you. am I not tender 3 '" 
Justa repealed. 

'Yes. dammit!' Isaiah declared 
hoarsely- “You’re abcut the tenderest 
thing I’ve seen in a long time.’ 

"Then get undressed. The hour is 
bte and the day will come much too 
quickly.” Justa whispered. 

Isaiah hastily unbuckled fads gun 
belt and threw the holster over an 
old broken chair. His vest he threw 
on top of it It seemed to Isaiah that 
he would never be able to get his 
shirt off in tune. The muscles of his 
stomach seemed to be strangling the 
life out of him. 

"WaitT cried Justa. 

“Now what the befTs the matter 3 ” 

She walked over to him. Tubs 
me.' 

He grabbed her with all lm 
strengths p r essin g her tightly to him. 
The kiss was violent, biting, hurting. 
Tbev tried to escape their hitter 
loneliness by giving each other a 
lifetime of passaos in one bunrag 
desire-filed kiss 

A attic gust of wind blew in 
tirough the window. It set the kero¬ 
sene dame to flackering. The shadow 
of their two bodies locked to g ether 
moved qukkh and ui gen t ly across 
the wall S ndd c n hr the whole room 
had a vital lie of its own. 

Josta freed herself from Isaiah’s 
strong embrace and qizickiy mowed 
across to the kerosene Lamp. She 
bier it oat hastily. Only thcar heavy 
breathing startled the emp t y dark¬ 
ness. from its ri l mre . 


“Come here," whispered Justa, 
trying not to disturb the silence too 
much. 

Isaiah walked toward her, feeling 
his way through the blackness. His 
bands touched her soft, smooth skin 
and they moved close together. She 
led him to the Spanish bed and, on 
top of the worn rainbow serape, 
their bodies met 

At the cantina that next night, the 
music was livelier and more joyous 
than ever. Whiskey flowed across 
the bar and even Lino, whose sour 
face had never attempted to smile, 
was cracking dirty jokes and howl¬ 
ing with laughter at his own clever¬ 
ness. 

On that particular night, every 
citizen of Rio Conchas was in excel¬ 
lent spirits, especially Justa. She had 
never danced better Her movements 
were rapturous as she swayed to 
the vibrant guitars. Manuel, the 
storekeeper, and Juan, the fanner, 
almost started a friendly fist fight 
over which of Justa s breasts was the 
most perfectly formed. 

Every curve of her lovely body 
seemed more ahve and every time 
she twirled, her skirt reached op 
around her waist, revealing those 
fast dancing pair of legs. Tonights 
new audience, the posse, who had 
ridden across the boacder in search 
of Isaiah, shouted and applauded 
their aprovaL 

Early that morning, the posse had 
ridden into Rio Conchas. Both Lino 
and Romaic were quick to inform 
the men where they could locate the 



gringo. In fact, they were so eager, 
they accompanied them to Justas 
adobe hut. 

It would be good for business if 
the town would have a hanging, 
thought Romulo. People would 
come for miles around. 

However, Rio Conchos was not 
meant to have a hanging. When the 
men arrived, they did not find 
Isaiah . . . only Justa. She stepped 
out and faced the men. 

Lino’s eyes widened as he looked 
at her. "Look!” he remarked to Ro¬ 
mulo. “She is sweaty and dirty like 
she has been rooting in the dirt with 
the pigs!" 

“Si,” chuckled Romulo. “It looks 
more like she has been digging a 
grave all night instead of laying with 
her lover." 

It did not take long for Justa to 
convince the posse that Isaiah had 
ridden off during the night. He had 
headed south, farther into Mexican 
territory, she explained. The men 
grumbled and were angry. They 
knew that they had no right to pur¬ 
sue Isaiah farther into this foreign 
country for fear of angering the gov¬ 
ernment. 

Romulo was quick to suggest they- 
should stay over night and rest at 
his rantina Justa pro mi sed to give 
them a highly entertaining evening 
. . . and she did. 

Everyone was having an excellent 
time that night. The town rarefy had 
come to life after so mam' months of 
a fingering tHaess. Yes, Rio Concho* 
took on a completely new look. Even 
Josta’s old adobe home had taken 
on a new look inside. 

For. you see, during the night that 
Isaiah and Justa were together, he 
had talked in be* sleep . . tiffing 
how he was going to take the money 
he had stolen, go back for he* sweet¬ 
heart m the States, arad disappear 
into California. Isaiah never intend¬ 
ed to see Justa again! 

So Lino was dead wrong: Josta 
had certainly not been rooting with 
the pigs. Best Romaic was certainly 
dead right She had been digging a 
pare 

The grave was a far better hide 
oat dun her hot. No one wrrakf ever 
drink to look sex feet under. And the 
dark hole she bad Isaiah ri. was 
very fitting for the naan Juta Bored 
most of aft. It wan u nder her trig 
Spanish bed. 
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Psychiatrists are working 
overtime, putting their couches 
on a double shift schedule 
these days for the sole pur¬ 
pose of insuring ladies with 
underdeveloped bosoms that 
their day is sure to come back. 

Each annum, designers — 
chiefly Dior and his French 
followers — insist that the male 
public has had enough of the 
protruding female bustline and 
that it will be fashionable to 
have that “Flat Look” this 
year. 

On the strength of the first, 
many bustless girls are work¬ 
ing their way slowly into as¬ 
sured spinsterhood by waiting 
for the rationalizations of the 
psychiatrist to come true. 

In the second instance, de¬ 
partment store buyers have 
learned the hard way not to 
trust Dior or any of his con¬ 
stituents. Every time the “Flat 
Look” is announced, the rush 


to the counters lasts just long 
enough for the males to regis¬ 
ter disapproval when their 
girls come out looking as 
though they have inverted 
chests. That’s when the fad 
stops, Dior frets over the fact 
that he can’t dictate the terms 
of his Chestless Look, and the 
department store officials throw 
out the buyers and consider in¬ 
stalling men to appraise wom¬ 
en’s fashions from now on. 

The Bosom Boom definitely 
is not out; if anything, it is on 
the upswing, and Dior & Co. 
might as well face it. 

In fact, those who specialize 
in judging beauty contests are 
faced with a problem of mam¬ 
moth proportions — or perhaps 
it should lie described as mam¬ 
mary proportions: The normal 
three-yard tape measures 
which were considered ade¬ 
quate a few seasons ago don’t 
have it these days. They are 


just too short! 

“Wc rarely see a girl entered 
anymore who will fit inside a 
thirtv-six-inch tape.” declares 
one semi-professional beauty 
judge. “We’ve had to start 
splicing two of them together.” 

That, at least, was his opin¬ 
ion, but he professed never to 
have heard of Dior, so wc de¬ 
cided, for the benefit of TOR¬ 
RID readers, to go to the 
mouth of the matter. 

We found the perfect wit¬ 
ness for our rigid cross exami¬ 
nations: Curvacious, red-head¬ 
ed, scintillating Lisa Romano, 
who boasts an unconscrvative 
measurement about the upper 
torso of forty-one luscious, 
shapely, pink-nippled inches. 

We found loveable Lisa im¬ 
mersed in water up to her bust¬ 
line and sat down on the edge 
of the pool to admire this lat¬ 
est innovation in water-wings: 
if ever we’ve seen a do-it-your- 





With Women Using Every Device To Increase 
Their Measurements, There Has To Be 
A Man In The Woodpile! 



self project, this was the abso¬ 
lute ultimate. 

“Some of these people who 
are for the Dior Look insist 
that big-bosomed women have 
trouble finding things to fit 
them,” we began. 

“Who is Dior?” she asked 
carefully, smiling to cover her 
own ignorances regarding the 
self-styled Great Man Of 
Drape. 

“He’s a guy in Paris who 
feels women should look flat¬ 
chested,” we explained, happy 
to know that this beauty and 
the contest judge had some¬ 
thing in common. 

Miss Romano inhaled deep¬ 
ly, an accomplishment that we 
found almost as glorious as the 
sex act itself, and pouted. “Do 
I look flat-chested?” she asked 
with sullen disapproval of the 
entire interview. 

“But you don’t understand 
the cpiestion,” we insisted. 

“Do I look flat-chested?” she 
repeated, a menacing tone en¬ 
tering her husky, sex-heavy 
voice. 

“No. No, not at all,” was the 
hurried reply. “Far from it. In 
fact, you’re about as far out — 
literally — as we can imagine 
one can get.” 

The smile returned as she - 
nodded agreement, adding: 
“Forty-one inches far out. Does 
that answer your question?” 

“Let’s start over.” Patience 
was wearing a bit thin; or may¬ 
be it was self-control. After 
all, how long is a man sup¬ 
posed to remain rational and 
businesslike, when a gorgeous 


red-headed being is perched 
on the pool ladder wearing 
nothing but the bottom half 
of a bikini, while those delight¬ 
ful globes heave and shake in 
your general direction? 

We didn’t have to repeat 
the orignal question, which is 
all just as well, since we had 
forgotten why we’d come in 
the first place; ah, sweet weak¬ 
ness of the flesh! 

“I don’t know anything 
about this Mister Dior,” the 
lady in the pool declared with 
slow deliberation, “and that 
makes us even, since he prob¬ 
ably doesn’t know anything 
about me, either. 

"But,” she added, “he’s per¬ 
fectly welcome as far as I’m 
concerned to go ahead and 
fashion his Flat Look. In fact, 
it might even be fun to prove 


him wrong.” 

“To prove him wrong?” we 
asked, bending closer for a 
minute inspection of localized 
loveliness. 

“If he thinks he can make 
me look flat-chested in any¬ 
thing he can dream up short 
of a lace-trimmed strait-jacket. 
I’d like to see it,” Miss Romano 
replied, daring in her voice. 
“I like it this way, and if he 
thinks I’m going to walk 
around with my shoulders 
rounded just to fit in with his 
ideas on sex and fashion, he 
can think again. 

“What did you say his name 
was?” she asked brightly, heft¬ 
ing the rest of her figure out 
of the water. Checking our 
chart prepared by the afore¬ 
mentioned beauty judge, we 
found that her overall mea¬ 


surements add up to 41-22-38, 
and all of it beautifully pro¬ 
portioned. 

“It doesn’t matter any more,” 
we told this maiden of the 
mammary. “Our point has 
been proven!” 
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“I am no longer a man!” is the hitter conviction of 
the impotent male, the male who is unable to perform the 
sex act. Yet, impotence is so alarmingly on the increase 
that Dr. William Stekel, world renowned authority on 
sexual disorders, says, “In my experience, hardly half of 
all civilized men enjoy normal potency.” 

What an astonishing condition! This means that ap¬ 
proximately twenty million men in the United States are 
impotent to some degree, causing an exploding divorce 
rate, physical, emotional, and mental illnesses, alcoholism 
and dope addiction, compulsive gambling, crime and even 
suicides. 

Although impotence appears to bo a physical short¬ 
coming, it nearly always stems from an (‘motional disturb¬ 
ance. When the emotional problem is solved, the physical 
symptom disappears. 

Dr. Stekel states further that, "Practically all cases of 
imjx)tonce can be traced to psychic inhibitions and re¬ 
spond to rational psychotherapy. The result is obvious and 
cannot be denied. To cure a patient of his loss of sexual 
power means to give him life once more!” 

Psychologists have disclosed that the real reason be¬ 
hind impotence is the ever widening gap between man’s 
normal sexual instincts and the restrictions of our moral, 
religious, and esthetic structure. 

Modern man’s sexuality cannot be so openly disposed 


of as among primitives. It is subject to all manner of in¬ 
hibitions and malformations that lead to decline and de¬ 
cay. Because man’s function in life is to be active and vio¬ 
lent, to court, to conquer, to plunder, and to challenge, the 
stalemates of civilization are his sexual downfall. 

On the other hand, love is on the increase, the modern 
man having developed the art and capacity for love to 
a high degree. The cave man had no conception of love. 
His periods of sexual activity came with a sporadic rhythm, 
which has all but disappeared in our contemporarv world. 

In man today, tides of erotic ecstasy are perceived as 
pinnacles in his life. He feds himself a man only when 
physical and emotional love are united. The impotent 
lover feels humiliation and disgrace! He is often the target 
for cruel jests, or the object of scorn because he has, the 
world considers, “lost his masculinity”. His whole life is 
thrown off balance when his orgasm is premature or dis¬ 
turbed, or when his erection is entirely absent. 

The common conception of the reason for "impotentia 
paralytica” (complete impotence) is "coitus interruptus” 
(withdrawal during the sex act before ejaculation), and 
excessive masturbation and sex practices. 

Nothing could be farther from the truth! It is a fal¬ 
lacy that use will deplete the reproductive organs or im¬ 
pair the sexual capacity. On the contrary, medical experi¬ 
ence shows that the erotic spendthrift prolongs his sex 




life. There is no limit on spermatazoa. It is an unconscious 
damper on sexual activity that causes paralysis of the 
penis! 

Anxiety, disgust, shame, and guilt arc the shackles 
that bind a man to a life without sex, resulting in an inner 
rage with himself. It has been aptly put that a man be¬ 
haves like his penis, or better still, that the penis behaves 
like the men. 

How then, can a resurgence of a man’s life be brought 
back to him? He must detect the inner negation that 
brings on a depreciation of his feeling of self-regard. In 
other words, impotence is nearly always found to be a sub¬ 
conscious “No”. 

The conscious mind may be aware of only an intense 
desire for intercourse, but for some specific reason, the 
subconscious mind says, “You should not”. 

Often the form of impotenev will give a clue to the 
origin of the weakness. "Ejaculatio praecox”, or rapid 
premature ejaculation, is an attempt at a quick settlement 
of the conflict between the sex urge and the inhibitions. 
Such inhibitions are aversion to women or another specific 
object of sex, fear of infection, and ethical considerations, 
such as a teacher who had an affair with a pupil, a phy¬ 
sician who wanted to cohabit during his consultation hour, 
or a husband who is unfaithful to his wife. 

One such case was Mr. D. J., who was on the verge 
of divorce due to premature ejaculation. His extra-marital 
affair with his secretary created such a guilt within him 
that when he attempted intercourse with his wife he was 
partially impotent. His natural instincts were harnessed 
by the guilt complex because of imagined accusations on 
the part of his wife, but with his secretary his sexual urge 
was unleashed. 

Upon discovering the reason for his impotence, he gave 
up his flirtatious affair and regained his ability to cohabit 
normally with his wife, whom he loved. 

Because of the usual secrecy surrounding the matter of 
sex, it is easy to draw a false conclusion in cases of im- 
potency, to consider an incidental factor as the cause. For 
instance, the excessive'use of alcohol or narcotics is often 
mistakenly believed to be the reason for impotence when 
the opposite is true. A man who is not adjusted to his 
sexuality often compulsively uses alcohol or narcotics, 
gambling or smoking to reduce the physical and mental 
pressures created by his impotency. 

Men who are impotent in relation to delayed orgasm 
are greatly prized by women and considered sexual ath¬ 
letes. To the men, however, the condition is a mircsable 
one, sometimes accompanied by pain. This phenomenon is 
partly a protective measure against the domination of 
sexuality and partly a lack of desire for the woman who 
is available. 

For example, Private Jim S., 34 years of age, had not 
had an ejaculation for two years although he had tried 
many times with prostitutes. He seemed to stand before 
the gates of paradise and was denied admission. Often he 
exclaimed, “Now! Now! Now it comes!” Coitus became 
so painful for him that he finally considered himself im¬ 
potent and made no more attempts at the act of copulation. 

Several doctors advised him that his excessive smoking 
(three to four packs a day, inhaled) was causing his weak¬ 
ness. Hypnosis curbed his night smoking, but he regained 
the omitted number of cigarettes during the day. 

Analytic investigation proved that his passion for cig¬ 
arettes appeared simultaneously with his impotency. It 
was disclosed that during the war he had fallen in love 



with a woman in China. He was capable of copulating 
with her several times a day, and also several times a night. 
She was the only woman who was able to produce such 
a stimulating effect upon him. 

Due to the demands of the army, they drifted apart. 
Jim developed severe insomnia and acquired the habit of 
smoking during the night. 

During therapy after the war. he realized that he loved 
the woman as much as ever, and he could not banish the 
memory of her kisses from his mind. The cigarettes were a 
cover-up for his burning desire for her kisses. 

He craved that one woman. No other would do. As 
that thought emerged from the submersion in his heart, 
his ejaculations were painless and normal. 

He located his mistress and found that she had been 
promiscuous since they had parted. His decision to leave 
her again was the right one. He later met and married 
another girl, living a normal sex life. 

The normal man should be able to complete coitus 
several times in one night. Some examples of sexual ex¬ 
tremes are: the youth who cohabited with seventeen wom¬ 
en in one day, another who enjoyed intercourse twice a 
day for a year, and the woman who was copulated eighteen 
times in one night by a man. 

But the dangers of excessive intercourse are far less 
than the dangers of abstinence. Among celibates can be 
found many parapathiacs, or men who retreat from real¬ 
ity. It is also noted that latent homosexuals and compulsive 
personalities are victims of repressed sexual desires. They 
often become erratic, transforming themselves into fetish¬ 
ists and collectors. Their aggressive sex force, in conse¬ 
quence of inner resistances, becomes paralyzed. 

“Impotentia paralytica”, failure to obtain an erection, 
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again demonstrates the mighty power of the conscience. 
Either fear, hatred, masochism, or sadism are often the 
basis, cloaked in overt acts of compulsion or even violence. 

The case of Judge M. is a prime example. He lost all 
interest in anything that did not pertain to his work, law. 
Reading only law books and articles in the newspapers on 
on court cases, his life narrowed down to an obsession 
with justice in his courtroom. 

His marriage and his duties as a husband were the 
farthest things from his tnind. Compulsive acts, instead, 
made their appearance. He never spoke to a witness alone 
out of fear that one might suspect him of succumbing to 
influence. He was tortured if he was alone in an auto¬ 
mobile with one other person. He knew how easy it was 
for an innocent person to incur suspicion of having robbed 
or murdered someone. His married life became unbearable. 

Eventually, psychotherapy disclosed that he had been 
cheated out of a legacy as a child. Fantasies of revenge 
against the relative who cheated him formed in his mind 
and were repressed from consciousness. Subsequently agon¬ 
izing guilt over the sadistic fantasies overtook him. He 
studied law in order to protect himself with legal knowl¬ 
edge against his own imagined wrong-doing! 

As his mistake revealed itself to him, and a balanced 
life came into focus, his impotence dropped away from 
him like a scab when a wound begins to heal. 

If he had not been willing to uncover the true cause of 
his maladjustment, he might have, in time, committed a 
heinous crime. Who knows how many arch-criminals have 
committed bloodv crimes because of an overwhelming 
feeling of impotence and a damming up of natural 
instincts. 

Some of the direct causes of the bottling up of the sex 
urge are: fear of women and the sex act, loss of a first 
love, incestuous desires toward a mother or sister, guilt 
over homosexual feelings or experiences, guilt over a 
clandestine affair, and guilt over masturbation with sex 
fantasies. 

A great percentage of impotent men attribute their 
impotency to masturbation, although they cannot explain 
why the ill effects should make their appearance after ten 
or twenty years of health. Unfortunately there are nu¬ 
merous books that confirm their suspicion. 

Mr. F. C., an engineer of 32 years, says, “I believe that 
my impotence was acquired through excessive masturba¬ 
tion. I began the terrible habit in my earlv teens and con¬ 
tinued until I was thirty years old.” He went on to con¬ 
fess that he intended to kill himself if he did not improve. 

It was revealed during his therapy that he had tried 
to have intercourse with a girl far beneath him in status. 
He reasoned that if she became pregnant he would have 
to marry her, and would not receive his father’s money. 
His greed for the money won, and lie was unable to have 
an orgasm. 

Masturbation had absolutely no relationship to this 
disorder. His impotence was the result of guilt for a crime 
that he had committed in his own mind by taking the 
money instead of the girl. 

Anxiety over night emissions and early morning erec¬ 
tions can create a subconscious guilt which is completely 
unfounded. These phenomena exist in every normal man’s 


life and should be taken for granted. 

Each victim of impotence should sift the facts for him¬ 
self, and should not allow himself to be duped by scares 
or by phoney cures. The value of gadgets, patent medicines 
should be carefully weighed before using. 

The impotent man should study his own type of dis¬ 
order. He should delve into the causes in general, then 
into the specific emotional reason for his weakness. 

There are, however, some males who were never 
equipped to respond erotically. Among those with a nat¬ 
urally low sex output, about 5% are in such poor health, 
or are otherwise incapacitated by physical deficiencies, 
that all heavy expenditures of energy are impossible or 
at a minimum. 

In the over-all picture, only 27% of the men who reach 
the age of seventy years are totally impotent, approxi¬ 
mately 55% ofthe men of seventy-five years are impotent, 
and 75% of the men of eighty years are impotent. 

On the other hand, the oldest known living male is an 
eighty-eight year old negro man who is still cohabiting 
with his ninety year old wife. 

It can well be said that a man’s potency determines 
his fate. The cure of impotcnCy, therefore, is one of the 
world’s most important problems. Psychologists now have 
the information with w'hich to give men the power to love, 
and the gift of pleasure in life once more. 


THE HIDDEN BAR 


FRAME SIZE 16' HIGH, 20" LONG 

$ 0 95 

$20.00 Value only 

A must for every mon or woman who believei in enter¬ 
taining friends. The most unique and useful piece of home 
furnishing ever assembled. Just hang it on the wall with its 
beautiful picture then watch your lady or men friends' amaze¬ 
ment when you pull the frame down which is held by strong 
hinges and brass chains and behold "THE HIDDEN BAR." 

The back of the picture is covered with o waterproof and 
acid proof formica moterial. The box and picture frame come 
in your choice of black or beige to help blend into your 
furniture or walls. 

The bar box contains 4 highball glasses, 4 shot glasses 
plus 2 gold labeled bottles lettered SCOTCH and GIN. It 
serves the same purpose as a large bar on the floor plus 
being a great conversation piece. We give you a picture 
choice of the following: Sailing, Pin-up Girl, Countryside, 
Tropical, Dog or Kitten. 

Send Check or Money Order 

HOME ACCESSORIES 
Dept. HB 200 

Box 54086 • Los Angeles 54, Calif. 
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Through the ages of fiction, old 
Valentino movies and four-color 
printing, there have been many 
thoughts expressed as to the true 
color of passion. 

Many of these have emerged as 
something as uncomfortable as the 
cherry-colored glow from a blast 
furnace, while advertising brains 
have depicted it as roughly the 
color of a sunset reflected upon the 
red sandstone of a mountaintop. 

Needless to say, there isn’t a 
damned thing that’s sexy about a 
blast furnace and there are exceed¬ 
ingly few advertising executives 
who can think about the word, pas¬ 
sion, without connecting sorts of 
sales possibilities with it; they just 
can’t be objective in the matter of 
love! 

What is the color of love? 

It comes in all shades, as well as 
sizes, descriptions, etc cetera. An 
advertising director would shudder 
in horror if one of his "thinkers” 
suggested that sea green could be 
a passionate color, yet have you 
ever seen a girl walking down the 
street on a really hot day wearing 
such a color? It is cool, soothing to 
the eyes and you naturally watch 
her. You don’t even pause to won¬ 
der whether she’s frigid; you simp¬ 
ly knows that she has brought a 
little joy, a sense of coolness, to 
an unpleasant day. 

If that same girl were to stroll 
through the heat of the day in a 
scarlet dress, you would probably 
watch her. but chances are. you 
would feel an uncomfortable sen¬ 
sation; you would be left with the 
illusion that you are even more 
warm than you were moments be¬ 
fore. 

Until now, this discussion has 
concerned girls with their clothes 
on. What about the various stages 
of undress? 

Passion, being a product of the 
mind, a loosening of the libido, has 
been pictured over the centuries as 
a mysterious, illusive quality. Il¬ 
lusive it is: Some have it, others do 
not. but much of the mystery sur¬ 
rounding it today is the product of 
those same advertising agencies 
mentioned a few lines back. 



THE SHADES OF PASSION 
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According to the ad blurbs, a 
girl has to use the right kind of 
soap, the right smelling perfume, 
exactly the right shade of hair 
bleach or color restorer, or the 
men won’t even know she’s a girl. 

The hellish part of this plot is 
that too many of the women today, 
trained on the plot of advertising 
executives, believe these things. 
They think sex comes out of a 
bottle! 

(While there are bottles that will 
help in a man-woman relationship, 
they are rarely filled with per¬ 
fumes. Instead, the contents in¬ 
variably range from eighty to nine¬ 
ty proof!) 


Hut for the girl who is out to 
get a man, there arc two favorite 
colors; for the man who is not yet 
ready to be had (if such a creature 
still exists!), beware of black lace 
and flesh colors . . . the last will 
no doubt turn out to be the real 
thing: Flesh! Then you’ve had it. 
You’re lost. You’re sure to enter 
the ranks of the seduced! 

Down through the years, black 
has been universally accepted with 
death, sorrow . . . and sex. The 
Fall Bearers Journal presents more 
than adequate coverage each 
month of the proper use of black 
with the first two situations, so we 
will concentrate solelv upon the 
last! 




38-20-37 EYESIGHT 

Men Don't Need Glasses To Recognize 
These Figures! 


Good Eyesight Is A Problem Of Matter 
Over Mind! 




Had your eyesight tested recently? 

Find anything interesting about those charts 
with the straight-edged cold-looking letters you 
were supposed to identify? 

Whether you passed the test or not. it could 
hardly be called an exhilarating experience, could 
it? 

Well, here's something new that may change 
methods of testing eyes. At least one eye special¬ 
ists claims that many people wear glasses because 
they were bored and disinterested in reading the 
eye charts for the examiner; they weren’t really 
trying. He suggests that eye testers use pictures of 
lovely girls and then, beside them, list their meas¬ 
urements and have the person being tested read 
off the statistical information. 

It isn’t as silly as it sounds.. During World War 
II, a slightly-clothed photograph of actress Betty 
Grable became famous around the world among 
members of the armed forces. It teas included in 
a series of charts, most of them boring and un¬ 
interesting, but the moment that the full-size pho¬ 
tograph of the dazzling Miss Grable turned tip, 
men and officers alike sat up and began to take 
notief of what was being said. It had something 
to do with machine guns, but the point was made 
rather painlessly. 

Bac k to the eye testing: 

For our money, you couldn’t possibly come up 
with a better eye test than bubbling brunette 
Jeannie Mack. In fact, she would give even a 
blind man renewed interest . . . especially if he 
had a chance to study her measurements with the 
Braille system. 
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With measurements of 3S-20-37, this winsome 
lass could prove dangerous, however; if the idea 
of using the Braille system go arund , we might 
suddenly have a rash of poor sight among men 
who would ivant nothing more than to get their 
hands on this bundle of lusciousness! 

For those who like to know what they re look¬ 
ing at (and it would take only an idiot not to 
know in this situation), we present statistical in¬ 
formation: 





Miss Mock is 20 years old and a graduate of the 
Hollywood Professional School. With her brown 
hair and matching eyes, not to mention the smile 
of youthful mischief, she has become a favorite 
with West Coast photographers, including Ron 
Vogel, who shot this series. 

She hopes eventually to become a well-rounded 
dramatic actress, but is still waiting for that big 
break. Meantime, she is studying diligently and 
is paying for her lessons with money from her 
modeling chores. 














MEET MISS TORRID 


There's only one way to describe sexie Sandy Smyth 
(pronounced Smith, and if you value her friendship, don't 
call if Smythe!), and that is as a clever, cool cat. 

Otherwise, how c&uld she have come to our attention 
and garnered all votes for Miss Torrid Of The Month? 

Sandy, who stands a seductive five feet, four inches 
tall, has brownish, but slightly auburn, tresses, brown, 
limpid eyes, and vital statistics of 37-20-35! 

Recently turned twenty-one, she had never considered 
modeling until a photographer propositioned her through 
the bars of the teller's cage in a Los Angeles bank, where 
she made change and cashed checks day after day. 

Unless you get the wrong idea about this proposition¬ 
ing business, the photographer, being a professional type 
who pretends there is no such thing as a woman, sex or 
desire, was simply propositioning her to pose for him. 

At first, Sandy, who hails from the backwoods of 
Michigan, thought he was joking, and it wasn't until the 
other patrons in the lengthening line started urging her 
to accept the proposition just to get the guy out of line 
and business under way that she went long with the 
proposition. 

This was a photographer who did not know his 
business. 

He made the mistake of posing our Miss Torrid as a 
high fashion model, gowning her in one of those dresses 
made exclusively for fat-chested, skinny models with 
an anemic look. With Sandy Smyth's obviously well en¬ 
dowed figure, this was a little like trying to cram an 
entire cow inside of a weiner skin. 

The pictures looked horrible and she made the pho¬ 
tographer destroy them all before returning to her cage 
in the bank, and the endless line of customers. 

However, the man with the camera had double-crossed 
her! 

He had retained several of the negatives and showed 
them to his other friends in the lensing profession. It 
wasn't long before Sandy's line of customers was made 
up exclusively of photographers who didn't want to 
deposit anything at all; simply to withdraw her from her 
withdrawn duties and get her back in front of a camera! 

Well — you know how it is around banks. It wasn't long 
befdre one of those pompous, overfed career money 
collectors categorized as vice-presidents came snooping 
around to find out why it was that Sandy always had 
so many customers in her line, yet seemed to take in 
so little money. 











Sexie Sandy Smyth 1$ A Cool Cat- 
In An Overheating Sort Of Way! 



In fact, he made no bones of the fact that he thought 
she was giving money awayl Some of the characters 
with cameras looked like charity cases instead of photog- 
rapersl 

As soon as he found what was going on, Sandy found 
herself with a severence check and like little Nell, was 
out on the sidewalk. After all, banking institutions do not 
appreciate having their marble floors cluttered with cel* 
luloid beatniks — especially if they are not doing any 
bankingl 

So. out of desperation or a desire for vengeance, Miss 
Smythe (remember — pronounced SMITH) looked up one 
of the photographers who had graced her line and asked 
whether he was still interested in trying to put her 
charms on film. 

He was. 

Now, he has shaved his beard, has proposed no less 
than a dozen times and has promised never to take an¬ 
other course in Zen Buddhism. But Sandy is too busy 
to worry about marriage. 

She's still playing the vengeance game. Each time she 
has a new set of pictures taken in the nude or almost, 
she sends prints to that stuffy vice-president. She figures 
sooner or later, he is bound to leave some of them lying 
around for the FIRST vice-president to see . . . and we 
all know what happens at respectable institutions of 
money lending when something like that happens! 






world loves a lover 



ly JIM HARMON 

Harry Tateman remembered every 
woman who had ever turned him 
down. He remembered his high school 
teacher who had long legs, and who 
liked to cross them, and who had al¬ 
most had him expelled. He remem¬ 
bered pimple-faced, full-sweatered 
Sandra Higgins who didn’t wear pan- 
ties under her tight skirts because she 
knew the boys could tell, but the 
teachers couldn’t be sure, little San¬ 
dra who had been taught Judo by her 
brother. He remembered the big 
blonde in Portland, if not her name, 
the one he had spent fifty dollars on 
in one evening and who thought a 
quick feel was payment enough. Tate- 
man recalled smouldering Rene Pav- 
lot who insisted she was a “nice girl”. 
He couldn’t forget any of them. And 
now, now, at last, Harry Tateman 
was about to get even with all of 
them. He was going to get even with 
all the women in the world. 

The Pentagram was chalked out 
on the attic floor and he had the 
scrolls from the ancient casket passed 
on from father to son for generations 
in the Tateman family. 

Harrs- lighted all the candles, scat¬ 
tered his incense, and began his in¬ 
tonation. 

Harry completed his intonation, 
and nothing happened. 

He wasn’t surprised. The words 
were ancient and it might take some 
time to hit on just the right pronun¬ 
ciation. 

Tateman’s voice droned on, and on, 
hoarsely into the night. 

A beastly fat creature, blood-col¬ 
ored, fuming sulphur, complete with 
standard equipment horns and tails, 
popped into view within the points 
of the Pentagram. 

He felt sick, feverish, but h£ knew 
this was no hallucination. “You,” he 
gasped, “arc Satan?” 

“You should not interpret this that 
the chairman of the board did not 
regard vour business as of supreme 


importance, sir,” the demon stated, 
“but unfortunately, prior commit¬ 
ments made it impossible for him to 
come in person. My name is Azethrot, 
and I have had coasiderabie experi¬ 
ence with the firm. I am empowered 
to act for Mr. Satan, to serve you 
just as if he were here himself. Would 
you mind stepping in a little closer 
so that I might feel the texture of the 
soul we’re buying?" 

Tateman’s mouth was drv, but he 
managed to blurt, “I’m not selling 
you my soul.” 

“Of course not,” Azethrot said 
soothingly. “How stupid of me, sir. 
You wish to sc-11 us someone elie’s 
soul. A routine transactioa Your 
wife, perhaps? Her lover? Your lov¬ 
er? Some pesky do-gooder you es¬ 
pecially hate? Who is it?” 

“There arc no souls for sale here.” 

“I see.” said the devil. "You merely 
summoned me up to worship and 
adore me. That’s very evil of vou, I’m 
sure, but please be quick about it. 1 
have many things to do.” 


28 








“I was sure of it,” Tateman said, 
triumphantly. “That’s the whole 
point, Demon. I’ll not let you go with¬ 
out you giving me what I want, no 
strings attached.” 

Azethrot snorted fire and smoke. 
“How long can you hold me here?” 

“I can lock that door and never 
come back as long as I live.” 

“One puny mortal life. I’ll take a 
long lunch hour this eon.” 

“You know the Pentagram can nev¬ 
er be erased except by the mortal who 
drew it. If I die without erasing it, 
you’re stuck here forever—after this 
house rots down and the seas rise to 
cover and sink away to -desert, you 
and the Pentagram may not be vis¬ 
ible but you’ll still be here.” 

“What do you want?” Azethrot 
asked wearily. 

“I want everybody to love me!” 
Tateman said triumphantly, thinking 
of the slinky blondes who had always 
slunk right on past him. the fiery 
brunets who never glowed for him, 
the peppery redheads who held their 


shaken still around him. 

“Is that all?" the demon asked. 
“It's hardly worth arguing about. 
Granted. Now let me go.” 

“Not that fast,” Tateman said 
quickly. “What proof —?” 

He found himself holding, some 
papen. The top one read: 

Azethrot agrees everybody will 
love Harry Tateman. In return 
for this, Harry Tateman agrees 
to release Azethrot. 

(Signed) 

Azethrot 

There were three copies below the 
fint. 

“It is entirely legal,” the demon as¬ 
sured him. 

“Okay . . .” Tateman said with 
some hesitation. 

He found himself alone, holding 
two copies of the agreement, both 
signed with what looked like his sig¬ 
nature. Must I guard these like I 
would my life? he wondered. As he 
did, the papers melted away. Too late 




now he realized. 

Had it all been a hallucination? 
And if it had been real, had the de¬ 
mon tricked him? 

A door slammed downstairs. 

Harry Tateman jumped back and 
huddled in the corner. Who. or what, 
was coming after him? 

“Mr. Tateman," called the voice 
eerily. “This Is Mrs. Stevens. Mr. 
Tateman, where are you?” 

A picture of Mrs. Stevens came in¬ 
to his mind. He pictured her in those 
shorts, working around the yard. 
Some women might accuse her of 
starting to get fat, but she made 
Tateman’s mouth water. It was a 
good thing—his mouth was still dry. 

Mrs. Stevens was far too corporeal 
to be supernatural. 

He went downstairs to meet her. 

Mrs. Stevens stood in the kitchen 
wearing her familiar shorts, white 
shorts, and a very tight blouse. She 
smiled broadly at him. “I brought 
over a couple of nice, big, juicy ones 
I thought you might like, Mr. Tate¬ 
man.” 

Tateman, still shaken from his ex¬ 
perience upstairs, at last shifted his 
gaze to the two giant red tomatoes in 
Mrs. Stevens’ hands. 

“You certainly get good results 
from your plants.” He realized he 
almost made a slip there. 

“You really should get air-condi¬ 
tioning in here, Mr. Tateman. It cer¬ 
tainly is warm.” 

She sat the tomatoes down on the 
table, and tugged at her shorts, her 



world loves a lover 


It was all true. 

Everybody loved Harry Tateman. 

Every night, Harry could have his 
choice. Sometimes he would hunt up 
some woman who had rejected him in 
the*past, and watch that look of ador¬ 
ing worship and aching lust sweep 
across their faces. Other times, he 
would approach strange women on 
the street. Occasionally, they would 
fight it. Then he would engage them 
in some kind of idle conversation for 
a few minutes and by that time they 
would begin fumbling with the but¬ 
tons on his shirt. 

Of course, Harry Tateman had 
asked that everybody love him. 

Quite a few men approached him 
and he had to send them away in 
tears. The same procedure was ap¬ 
plied to unhandsome females that 
often literally threw themselves at his 
feet. 

The love spell had other advan¬ 
tages. Mr. Praskins, his boss at the 
factory, began looking on him as a 
son and giving him the same advan¬ 
tages. 

Life was good for Harry Tateman. 

He sauntered home from an easy 
day at the office, and sprawled in his 
easy chair to read the sports and fi¬ 
nancial pages, before he went out to 
pick up the first beautiful woman he 
saw, and to go to her place or his, 
and make love to Jier. That would be 
easy too. 

“Harry ...” a voice begged from 
beyond the circle of light of his read¬ 
ing lamp. 

face twisted with discomfort and irri¬ 
tation. Beads of perspiration had 
bloomed on her face and thighs. A 
drop ran down her neck into the deep 
valley of her breasts. 

Pulling out the tail of her shirt, 
Mrs. Stevens fanned it in and out. 
“It certainly is terribly warm in 
here.” 

Suddenly, Mrs. Stevens’ eyes glazed 
over for a moment, then she smiled 
broadly and came towards him. She 
pressed herself tightly against him. 
“Come on, darling,” she said. “They 
unzip on the side. I know you’ve been 
wanting to take them off of me for 
weeks.” 

As .they slipped to the floor, their 
bodies already thrusting urgently at 
each other. Tateman whispered 
hoarsely, “Mrs. Stevens. Mrs. Stevens, 
what’s your first name?” 

That was only the beginning, of 
course. 


He recognized the voice. It was 
Mrs. Stevens. Mrs. Stevens’ first 
name was Lila. 

“Go away. Lila. You bore me.” 

“Harry, why don’t you love me? 

I love you.” 

“I did love you. Lila,” he said not 
unkindly, “but my love is ended. This, 
you must accept.” 

The Yankees were doing better, he 
noted with satisfaction. 

“I’ll never accept that,” she said. 

“You must. There’s nothing else 
you can do.” 

“Isn’t there?” 

Lila Stevens leaped into the circle 
of light like a cat. She was completely 
nude, her hands behind her back. 
Although her body was heavy, it was 
flawlessly proportioned. Her breasts 
stood firm and erect. “You know 
there are lots of things I can do, dar¬ 
ling,” she purred. 

Tateman felt vaguely excited, but 
he had had too many women to be so 
easily aroused by one he already 
knew. 

“No,” he said. “Go away. If you 
love me, you’ll go away and stop 
bothering me.” 

Tears came into Lila’s eyes. “Har¬ 
ry, Harry. Have you ever heard that 
each man kills the thing he loves?” 

“Of course. You mean I am ‘kill¬ 
ing” you by sending you away from 
me. I know. J’m sorry, truly sorry.” 

“No,” Lila shoutedT" “I mean it 
holds true for women too. Women 
kill the things they love too, Harry, 
you’re going to learn that.” 

She brought the stainless steel 
butcher knife into his view. 

Harry dropped his newspaper. Ev¬ 
en the devil had not scared him so 
bad. “Lila, darling, you wouldn’t kill 
me. You love me.” 

“I won’t kill you right away,” Lila 
said tearfully. “First I’ll use the knife 
to fix you so you can never be un¬ 
faithful to me again. Then after no 
other woman will touch you, I’ll stay 
with you and take care of you. I’ll 
let you kiss me and feel me, that’s 
all you’ll have left. It’ll be hell for 
both of us, and then when we can’t 
stand it any longer we can end it all 
together. I couldn’t live without you, 
Harry, but no woman will stand for 
this.” 

He watched in horrified fascination 
as the knife came closer and closer. 

Finally, he managed to break his 
gaze away and free his body from the 
hypnotic grip of fear. 

Tateman ran out of his house, 
down the tree-lined street in his 
shirt sleeves. 

The howling, naked woman with 


the knife ran after him. 

The first person he saw was an¬ 
other woman. He knew anybody 
would help him because they would 
love him. He clutched at the woman 
on the street. “That girl behind me is 
trying to kill me! Throw yourself be¬ 
tween —” 

“Good,” said the pedestrian. 

“— Let her sink the knife in you, 
if — what?” 

“I said, ‘good’. I should have killed 
you long ago, Harry. Why didn’t you 
ever call again after that glorious 
night we had together?” 

Tateman searched her face—there 
had been so many, so many — he 
couldn’t remember her. Then he had 
no time to wait longer. He started 
running, and behind him the naked 
Lila Stevens drew closer and other 
women were falling in behind her, all 
ready to kill the man they loved. 

This was how it would end. Harry 
knew. Soon he would be able to run 
no more and they would catch up 
with him — 

The thought of that spurred him 
on to greater speed. 

Suddenly, the idea hit him. There 
was one chance. Praskins had let him 
off early. If he could only reach the 
court house before it closed . . . 

Ernie Bankhead stepped out of the 
court house and faced an angry mob 
of women. One woman, wearing a 
long coat that didn’t fit her, stepped 
forward uncertainly. 

“Yes?” Ernie Bankhead said. “Can 
I help you?” 

The woman shook her head. “No. 
you look like him. But you aren’t 
him.” 

Ernie Bankhead walked away, smil¬ 
ing. Lila had been right. He was no 
longer Harry Tateman. Inside, he 
had changed his name legally to Ernie 
Bankhead. The judge had of course 
loved him and had been very co-op¬ 
erative. Azethrot, the demon, had 
been very definite in bestowing the 
gift on Harry Tateman. Harry Tate¬ 
man no longer existed, and the pow¬ 
er went with him. No one loved 
Emie Bankhead, and no one wanted 
to kill him. 

He stopped in his tracks. He saw 
her waiting at the bus stop. Tall, 
slender, but well-curved, sensational 
red hair. 

“Pardon me, Miss —” he began. 

The redhead regarded him coldly. 
“Get lost, Mister, before I call a cop.” 

He moved away, full of resentment. 
Women were all alike. He would find 
a way, another way, to get even with 
.them all, a way to have them all! 
THE END 
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Exactly what photographer 
Ron Vogel had in his subcon¬ 
scious when he decided to pose 
curvesome Cathi Carter in 
front of an old stone chimney 
is open to debate; perhaps he 
was only trying to show the 
great difference between cold, 
ancient stone and warm, femi¬ 
nine charm. 

If that was the idea, it was 
a waste of time. In Southern 
California, old stone chimneys 
are hard to find, and he could 
have spent his time to better 
advantage in shooting more 
pictures of this beauteous 22- 
year-old redhead than in seek¬ 
ing out these ruins! 

And why did he want to 
pose her, too, with a wine bot¬ 
tle lifted to the skies? There is 
no telling what a photographer 
is thinking — particularly an 
educated photographer — but 
it probably had something to 
do with Greek mythology and 
the ancient gods and goddess¬ 
es of plenty, fertility or what 
have you ... probably fertility, 
on second thought. 

But to us. Cozy Cathi and a 
bottle of wine give a reason 
for the fireplace being used; 
what better an evening than 
one in which you, she and the 
wine bottle (full in the begin¬ 
ning, at least) cuddle in front 
of the fireplace heavy with 
burning logs? You don’t even 
need a roof in a situation like 
this! 


wmm 
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For Cathi, in spite of the 
reference to the gods of fertil¬ 
ity, is the personification of the 
sweet wines of youth. 

Boasting green eyes, flaming 
red hair and a sparkling per¬ 
sonality, she bubbles with the 
exhuberance of sparkling bur- 
gandy. over the rocks (and that 
may explain the fireplace bit 
now that we pause to consider 










of 22, this luscious lovely is 
well pn the way with her de¬ 
sired career as an actress and 
has appeared in bit parts in a 
dozen or so television films. 

Prior to arriving in Holly¬ 
wood last year from her native 
New York, she studied at the 
Actors Studio, where such no¬ 
tables as Marilyn Monroe, 
Steve McQueen and Marlon 
Brando learned to emote ac¬ 


cording to the dictates of “The 
Method.” 

“But I didn’t go for all that 
Method jazz,” she announces. 
“I can see an actress attempt¬ 
ing to get herself into the meat 
of a part, but when a director 
tells you that you are to play 
the role of a cello string and 
instructs you to vibrate — on 
key yet — that’s carrying this 
education thing a little too 
far!” 


So, Cathi left the halls of 
dramatic education and meth¬ 
od expression and worked her 
way to Hollywood, serving as 
a cocktail waitress in Omaha 
and working in a diner in Tex¬ 
as before she finally saw the 
blue waters of the Pacific for 
the first time. 

“I did fine as a cocktail wait¬ 
ress,” she recalls now with a 
smile. “Most of the customers 
were too busy looking at me 
to care whether I gave them 
the right drinks or not.” 

As indicated earlier, there is 
more than a slight possibility 
that Miss Carter was proving 
more intoxicating to the clien¬ 
tele of whatever bistro was 
lucky enough to employ her 
than the booze they were 
drinking. 

“But as a waitress in that 
diner,” she adds with a sorrow¬ 
ful shake of the head, “I was 
a bust. In fact, I was fired after 
slugging the third customer 
who insisted on discussing the 
subject of the bust and wanted 
a Braille translation!” 

In California, Cathi went to 
work in a service station and 
almost caused a gas war, when 
the employees of competing 
stations began buying their 
petrol from her. 

“I was lousy at that job,” she 
admits, “but we did sell a lot 
of gasoline.” 

Now living in a hotel for 
single girls on the edge of Bev¬ 
erly Hills, she is finding that 
there is more to her future than 
watching totals roll up on a 
gasoline pump, however. She 
received her nrst break when 
a casting director saw her 
through the windshield she 
was wiping and suggested she 
drop around for an interview. 



“At first I wasn’t even goingj^ 
to go. I figured it would be an- • 
other one of those things like' 
that Texas diner, but this tune £ 
complete with a casting couch. 

It wasn’t until the director as¬ 
sured me he was a happily 
married individual with four 
children that I began to take 
him seriously.” 

Whatever die reason, she 
went for an interview and won 
a part and a card in the Screen 
Actors Guild, and the sky’s the 
limit from here on . . . without 
The Method approach. 



Mailmens Holiday 


By JIM HARMON 

Matt Preston adjusted his uniform cap to a jaunty 
angle and grinned to himself. 

Milkmen got all the broads. Everybody knew that. It 
was in jokes and stories all the time, and it was true. 
Anybody could see that. Maybe it used to be icemen but 
most thoughtful husbands had installed electric refrigerat¬ 
ors, so now it was the milkman who claimed all the pretty 
young matrons on his route. 

Preston grinned. And felt it turn sour. 

He was a mailman, a letter carrier, a courier of the 
post. He could only watch the milkmen breeze by in their 
shiny white trucks, en route to meetings with juicy blondes 
in flimsy black lace. 

Preston could only watch and trudge along the sticky 
streets with a load he wanted to get rid of. 

Leafing through the letters in his hand, Preston could 
not help but associate them with the women on his route. 
There was one for Mrs. Gunnison—long, white, slim. A 
well packed little pastel one for Mrs. Thurber. And here 
was a king-size, golden envelope—that had to be for Mrs. 
Hurst, and it was. Mrs. Hurst . . . hair and skin like honey 
. . . lips stung by the bee that had been there. . . . 

The envelope slipped from his dreaming fingers and 
landed with a splash of reality at his feet. It had dropped 
into a puddle and become unclasped. How, he wondered, 
could anything ever become unclasped from Mrs. Hurst? 

But the envelope had opened and its contents had 
splayed into a patchwork design of black and white, gray 
and ivory. Photographs. 

Preston leaned closer to look at the glossy prints. 

These were photographs of Mrs. Hurst in bed. And she 
wasn’t alone. 

Was the other man Mr. Hurst? 

No. 

Who would want to take this kind of photo of a man 
and wife, legally married? 

The man had to be somebody other than Mr. Hurst. 
Else there wouldn’t be any point in taking them. For pur¬ 
poses of blackmail, no doubt, his mind supplied him auto¬ 
matically. 

Preston leafed through the series of photographs leis¬ 
urely as he walked. He savored a turn of thigh here, a 
thrust of hip there, the lunging of probing, dark-crested 
breasts everywhere. The man’s face was indistinct in all 
of the prints, but not Gloria Hurst’s sweating features 
flowing into a deep pool of satisfaction from the dawn of 
her binning, itching lust. 

Suddenly, he found among the photographs what he 
hadn’t expected to find. Negatives. A blackmailer wouldn’t 
send his victim negatives. Sample prints, maybe, but not 
the original negatives. 

Hastily, Preston looked at the address again. The pic¬ 
tures hadn’t been addressed to Gloria Hurst The street 
number was slightly different, making it for the apartment 
building across the street. He had only been thinking of 
women and mistaken this for her address. And, he dis¬ 
covered, the name of the addressee had been hopelessly 
smeared by the water. 

He didn’t find a return address. He hadn't expected to. 
Undoubtedly the pictures came from some confidential 
finishing service catering to artists, photographers, dealers 
in pornography—and blackmailers. 


He snapped the pictures against his palm. 

Maybe here at last was what he was looking for—a 
chance to get off his feet. 

Preston put his cap under his arm, an uncomfortable 
place for it. 

“There’s nothing lower than a blackmailer, Mrs. 
Hurst,” he said to her. “So when I accidentally spotted 
these prints, I decided that he wouldn’t get them to use 
against you.” 

Gloria Hurst’s lovely face was flushed scarlet. The 
flush reached down into her neckline as far as he could 
see. 




Mailmens Holiday 


“I’m grateful,” she said. 

Preston leaned back against the closed front door of 
the Hurst home. “No, sir. He’ll never get these pictures ” 
He slapped them against his leg. “Of course this type 0 f 
thing is unmailable anyway. Too bad his name got obliter¬ 
ated. I could turn him in to the Postal Inspectors. Of 
course, they have all kinds of scientific equipment. Maybe 
they could bring his name out. Maybe I’d just better turn 
all this over to the Inspectors.” 

“fcIo,” she gasped. “Don t do that. Just destroy the pic¬ 
tures, the envelope, everything.” 

He looked at her. “Lady, this is undeliverable, but I 
can’t destroy United States mail without a good reason." 

“I—I’ll give you a good reason,” she said. 

She unbuttoned the top of her dress and scooped her 
breasts out of the sockets of the bra. 

“I saw you looking at these. Do you want to feel them? 
I like to have them felt. You could feel them once in 
awhile, when you wanted to, if - 

He grabbed her long blonde hair and jerked her head 
back. “Listen, lady, I don’t have to settle for any lousy 
quick feel. Do you want these pictures destroyed or do 
you want them given to your husband, the newspapers, 
the post office? What’ll it be?” 

“The bedroom is to the left,” she said through clenched 
teeth. 

Preston grinned to himself. At last, a chance to get off 
his feet! 

At home that afternoon, Preston lay on the couch, 
sipping a beer and glancing through the photographs of 
Golria Hurst which he had kept. 

She had been good. Very good. Of course, she was no 
kid, but he liked experience himself. 

He shifted uncomfortably on the couch. Damn it, he 
had had it—he had had her—this morning. He shouldn’t 
be wanting it again. What was he, some damned sex 
maniac? 

It was the pictures, he decided. They went sliding back 
into their envelope. 

(Who was the guy? he wondered. He had had it good 
too. Better than Preston himself, it looked like . . •) 

Preston snapped on the ballgame on TV, and settled 
back with his beer. 

(Of course, he thought, when she gets to know me bet¬ 
ter, it will be different. Of course, I can’t push my luck 
too far. Once a week. Well, maybe twice . . .) 

It was a called strike, and an obviously cockeyed de¬ 
cision . . . But Preston found suddenly that he didn’t care. 

Turning off the set, he finished his beer and decide 
to break out something a little older. 

The telephone rang. 

He crossed and lifted the receiver. 

“This is Gloria Hurst,” the voice said in his ear. 

Preston didn’t say anything. 

“What’s wrong, honey?” she asked. “You, gave me 
your number. Didn’t you want me to call you?" 

He exhaled. 

“Yeah, I wanted. I just wasn’t expecting it so soon, 
that’s all.” 

“This came up suddenly. Charles is going out of town 
tonight. I’ll be left all alone. You want to come over an 
baby-sit ?” 











Adamson asked 


I he bore ot the gun lilted and Adamson squeezed oil 

Preston thought. It’s smashed. I’ll be a 
>ff my feet that long, 
belched again. 

Preston stopped worrying about his two feet. His only 


it of the bed and stood 
this picture. Mailman? 
;hbor. Mr. Adamson here, heard my 


THE END 


“What about your other boy?" 

‘T told you I don’t know when those pictures could 
have been taken. It must have been years ago.” 

She was lying, he knew. He had recognized the Hurst 
bedroom in the photos and the decor didn’t look that old. 

“Well.” impatiently, “are you going to come over?” 

He thought about it. He thought about her. He swal¬ 
lowed hard. "When?” 

She told him when. 

W'hcn they had been in bed together for about an hour, 
she began to talk. 

“Matt, do you have any funny notions?” she said, her 
voice tickling the hair inside his ear. 

“Huh? What do you mean?” 

“Oh, you know. I’ve heard men sometimes have funny 
ideas. Sometimes they like it like this," she said. “Or some¬ 
times they like the woman to do this to them.” she went 
on, “while they’re doing it. Do you have notions like that?” 

“Baby.” he gasped, “I like it anyway with you.” 


“I heard a story about another man,” she said, “who 
liked pictures of it. He liked pictures of himself with his 
woman so he could look at them later and enjoy it all 
over again, sort of. And because die woman loved him, 
she went along with him and let him set up the camera 
with a self-timer and all.” 

Preston didn't talk. 

"But when this girl’s lexer had the pictures coming 
back to him in the mail, something went wrong. Some 
damned crummy postman put his nose into things and 
threatened to take the pictures to the law or the girl’s 
rich husband if she didn’t pay him off, a little at a time.” 

Through his pleasure. Preston felt his first sense of the 
wrongness of something. He concentrated and roused him¬ 
self. 

“\ou took the devil’s own time,” Gloria said over his 
shoulder to somebody. 

"I had a hell of a time finding it, baby,” a man’s voice 
said. 

Preston rolled over fast. It wasn’t Mr. Hurst. He had 
seen him a couple of times. It must be the lover, he 
thought. And Loverboy had a gun in his hand, a snub¬ 
nosed rexolxer. 

“There’s nothing lower than a blackmailer. Bud.” 
Loverboy said, "and this kind of blackmail the kid here 
would never finish paying, would she?” 





LET'S TARRY WITH TERRI 


Those in the know constantly pro¬ 
claim that "anything can happen in 
Vegas." Needless to say to most read¬ 
ers, they are referring to Las Vegas, 
long Icnown as the Gambling Capital 
of the nation, but more recently recog¬ 
nized as the Last Frontier of Sex! 

That last inference, incidentally, is 
not a plug for the well known casino 
and hotel of the same name (LAST 
FRONTIER, we mean; to the best of 
our knowledge, there is no gaming 
emporium using the word, SEX, in its 
name — yet, at least!) 

But be they professional followers 
of the galloping dominoes, profession¬ 
al drinkers who use gaming as an ex¬ 
cuse, or teetotalling, non-gamblers 
who come strictly for the skin scenery, 


Vegas has reached a crescendo . . . 
Everything now HAS HAPPENED there, 
and it all came about when impish 
but sexy Terri Higgens arrived to 
grace one of the lavish but nudish 
floor shows. This, fanciers of the fe¬ 
male agree, was the ultimate in sheer, 
unadulterated sexiness. 

Before discovering Las Vegas, Terri 
had been a Hollywood figure model, 
gracing the covers of most of the 
adult magazines on the news stands 
during one month or another. It was in 


Vegas talent scout discovered her and 
her obvious charms of 39-21-37, and 
spent days checking model agencies 
until he located her. The offer of two 
hundred dollars per week was a great 
deal more promising than modeling 
assignments, and Terri the Torso im¬ 
mediately packed her bag, cancelled 
her remainipg appointments to pose, 
and caught the first plane out of Los 
Angeles International Airport. 
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The daughter of an Air Force offi¬ 
cer, tantalizing Terese (oopsl . . . Terril 
She hates her given name) is a world 
traveler, having been around the 
globe twice with her father, and hav¬ 
ing lived in such far flung spots as 
Rome, Istanbul and London, not to 
mention Hong Kong. 

"And all the time I was traveling, I 
was looking for something," she ad¬ 
mits a bit wistfully. "I didn't know 
what it was, and the harder I looked, 
the less I knew." 

Asked whether she had found that 
illusive something in Las Vegas, she 
shakes her head, adding, "Vegas is 
exciting, but I still haven't found it. . . 
and I still don't know what it is. Peace 
of mind, I suppose. I man to love. That 
sort of thing." 

So, while she tries to figure it out. 
Miss Higgens lives alone in a small 
bungalow at the edge of the desert 
city, driving to work each night in a 
sport car, then returning shortly be¬ 
fore dawn to sleep away most of the 
day. 

Her constant companions in her 
doudoir are a small fuzzy stuffed dog 
given to her by some unidentified ad¬ 
mirer, and a small red clown which 
has been her constant traveling com¬ 
panion since childhood. 

In spite of the English sound of her 
last name, Terri is mostly Irish, and 
this ancestry is amply reflected in her 
topped up nose, bright, mischieveous 
blue eyes and ready smile. She keeps 
her hair cut short in a boyish bob, the 
gold ringlets of hair curling close to 
her head. With this kind of hairdo, she 
looks about as much like a profession¬ 
al dancer or a chorine as Mon Moun¬ 
tain O eon. 

The big difference is that Dean 
hasn't learned to dance. Taking her 
work in Las Vegas seriously, she has 
spent a large part of her earnings on 
lessons with noted choreographers, 
learning some of the intricacies of pro¬ 
fessional dancing. 

And what does she do in her spare 
moments? She sits beside the pool at 
the hotel, watching the men go by, 
wondering whether one of them is 
this illusion she has been seeking all 
these years. 

"A man must be involved some¬ 
where," she admits. "And someday, 
some place. I'll find him. It may not 
be in Las Vegas . . . but I'll find him." 


40 













Movies For Males: 


HIROSHIMA...MON AMOUR 

Hiroshima ... Mon Amour, which placed high in the 
Cannes Film Festival, is a combination of sex, love and 
horror, delicately blended to become art. 

In fact, unlike many of today’s films, it does not con¬ 
tain sex simply for the sake of sex; sex is introduced for 
the sake of art. 

In a strictly off-trail bit of casting, it has French actress 
Emmanuelle Riva as a French girl who falls in love with 
a Japanese survivor of the Hiroshima atom bombing. 
Eiji Okada, as the native son, portrays the role of her 
current love with a deftness that is overpowering. 

Alain Resnais, director of the film which was co¬ 
produced by Argos Films of Europe and Daiei studios 
of Paris, opens the film with the suggestion of a man- 
woman relationship, showing a woman s hand on a man s 
bare shoulder. 

“You have a wonderful skin,” she says, then the two 
bodies are covered by a bright dust which illuminates 
the bodies. 

Miss Riva plays the role of a girl who has suffered 
from love in her native France; in her teens during the 
war, she had suffered to love an enemy soldier. When 
the Germans had been driven out of France, she is 
dishonored, driven out of her home by her parents and 
her head is shaved to signify her role in consorting with 
the enemy. 


The Japanese is a survivor of America’s atom bomb 
blast which led to the end of World War II, but like his 
love, memories of this horror still survive within him. 

The result is a case of mutual misery proving an attrac¬ 
tion. In their one night of love in a Hiroshima hotel, each 
bares to the other these inner problems, fully realizing 
that the simple exposure will not cure them. 

There are some who may comnare the film to another 
French production. The Lovers , in which a wife of some 
years gives herself to her lover, and in the end leaves 
her husband and daughter for his way of life, not know¬ 
ing what will happen next. 

It is difficult to draw such a comparison; requires, in 
fact, a stretch of the imagination! For in Hiroshima... 
Mon Amour, each of the lovers is married, has children. 
Important to the plot and setting the overall feeling of 
futility is their joint realization that their stolen night of 
love can lead to nothing permanent. Daylight will return 
each to reality and his own private horrors. 

As one French reviewer nut it. after seeing the film at 
the Cannes Film Festival: “The ultimate meaning of this 
difficult, bold and technicallv interesting film is all in 
the title — Love must concern itself with its extreme 
opposite, the hatefulness of war.” 

And as we pointed out in the beginning, the obvious 
sex and man-woman relationship upon which the entire 
story >'s based appears to come off very well for the sake 
of art! 



BE THE LIFE OF THE PARTY 

BONGO DRUMS 



$12.50 VALUE ONLY $5.95 

NO HOUSE OR BEACH PARTY IS COMPLETE WITHOUT A BONGO OR 
CONGO DRUM, FINISHED IN NATURAL WOOD WITH WHITE HIDE 
STRETCHED TIGHTLY. CONGO DRUM, WITH ITS DEEP JUNGLE TONE 
SOUND, HAS SHOULDER CARRYING-STRAP OF WHITE PLASTIC. 
BONGO DRUMS, WITH THEIR LATIN FLAVORED SOUNDS, HAVE 
NOTCHED OUT SIDES TO FIT SNUGLY BETWEEN THE KNEES. THEY 
ARE A WORK OF ART MADE IN MEXICO. WHEN NOT IN USE, THEY 
MAKE A BEAUTIFUL HOME ACCESSORY. 


SEND CHECK OR MONEY ORDER. 

GIFTLINE 

BOX 54031 TERMINAL ANNEX 

LOS ANGELES 54, CALIF. F.O.B. LOS ANGELES 


CONGO DRUM 
$17.50 VALUE ONLY $7.! 
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BOAT CAPTAIN-LOOK! 


It's new, clever, useful and reasonable. An au¬ 
thentic half anchor made of aluminum with 
gold finish and sturdy construction. Place them 
in your boat, dressing room, rumpus room, den 
or office. The anchor hooks protrude enough to 
hang your belongings. It has four holes for 
nails. They are a real conversation piece and 
very decorative. Send $3.00 ea. 



THE SILENT FIREMAN! 

A Lifesaver —A Homesaver —A revolutionary 
ash tray that controls any danger of fire. Just 
place your cigarette on the metal holder of 
stainless steel and when the enflamed portion 
reaches the heat control coil it automatically 
tips the cigarette into the tray therefore avoid¬ 
ing fires or burn spot. Plain tray $1.00 ea. for 
men. Decorated with rhinestones $1.50 ea. for 
ladies. 



“SCRATCH SHEET” SPORTSMAN 

For the race horse owner or bettors. An authen¬ 
tic thorobred horseshoe cast of aluminum and 
gold finished. A decorative piece for the den, 
rumpus room, office desk or even your betting 
pocket. The genuine good luck charm you will 
always treasure. It’s a real conversation piece 
at a low price. Plain gold finish $1.00 ea. Dec¬ 
orated gold finish and rhinestones $1.50 ea. 


SPECIALTIES BOX* 54104 50 TERMINAL ANNEX • LOS ANGELES 54, CALIF. 


BE PROUD OF YOUR PROFESSION OR FAVORITE SPORT!! 

Caricature cuff links - tie bars - money clips 



$10.00 VALUE $3.00 PAIR $7.50 VALUE $2.00 EA. $40.00 VALUE $3.00 EA. 


CUFF LINKS AND TIE BARS PER SET ONLY $4.00 WITH MONEY CLIP $6.00 
GIVE THEM AS A GIFT TO YOUR DOCTOR, LAWYER, DENTIST, FELLOW WORKERS, 
OR SPORT ENTHUSIAST FRIENDS. THEY COME IN 18 CARAT GOLD PLATE 
POLISHED OR RHODIUM (SILVER COLOR) PLATE (NON-TARNISHABLE) POLISHED. 
WE OFFER YOU 72 DIFFERENT TYPES TO CHOOSE FROM: 


1 Accountant 

2 Art : st 

3 Barter 

4 Bar B Q Chef 

6 Baseball Player (New) 

7 Basketball Player 

8 Bowler 

9 Borer 

10 Bull Thrower 

11 Businessman 

12 Card Player (New) 

13 Dancing Feet 

14 Dentist 

15 Dice Player 

16 Doctor 

17 Engineer 

18 Executive 

20 Fisherman (New) 

21 Football Player 

22 GolFer 

23 Hair Stylist 


24 Haystack 

25 K 


Nev 


27 Judge 

28 lawyer 

29 Painter 

30 Pharmacist 

31 Photo Bug 

32 Pilot 

33 Playboy 

34 President 

35 Proud Papa 

36 Railroader 


37 Relax 

38 Salesman 

39 Sax Player 

40 Shotgun Wedding 

41 Skier 

42 Skin Diver 

43 Sport scar Driver 

44 Swimmer 


9 T V 


is Player 


50 Water Skier 

51 Weight Lifter 
3? Wolf 

53 Wrestler 

54 Yachtsman 
S3 Cadeuces 


54 Typewriter 
57 Comedy 8i Tragedy 
38 Mason 

59 Shrine 

60 Poodle 

61 Piano 

62 Train Engine 

63 Horse Fanny 

64 Oil Well 


65 Double Oil W 

66 Microphone 

67 lucky Horse 

68 Jaguar 

69 T-Bird 

70 M G 

71 V W 


MONEY ORDER 

no” “cuff-links' t7e"clasp —monfv”clip 


GIFTLINE 


P.PD. 

DEPT. CL 300 

BOX 54031 TERMINAL ANNEX NAME _ 
LOS ANGELES 54, CALIF. ADDRESS 

CITY _ 


n _ 
n _ 

SETS . 

























These Pictures Weren't Really Taken In 
The Desert; It’s What Happened When Rita 
Loosed Her Burning Charms! 

























GOLDEN 
RAPTURE 
BUBBLE BATH 

Enjoy a Delightfully 
Refreshing Bath Amid 
Thousands of Sparkling 
and Cleansing 
Bubbles 


POWDER 

PINK-Spice Fragrance 

BLUE-Gardenia 

YELLOW-Rose 

$3.00 

$8 dollar value 


OILS 

GREEN-Tory Pines 
RED-Floral Bouquet 
BLUE-Jasmine 

$4.00 

$10 dollar vaue 


COLOGNE 

Inviting, Provocative, 
Intoxicatingly different 

$5.00 

$15 dollar value 



lor Couely Cadies 

jar 


_iia. 

22 KT. GOLD STIPPLED 
BOTTLE WITH GOLD STOPPER 


BEAUTIFUL DECORATIVE PIECE FOR 
THE DRESSING TABLE OR BATHROOM 
14 OZ. BOTTLE STANDING 
gy 2 " HIGH 


lor Zke Gentleman jj 

AFTER SHAVE LOTION 

Stimulating, Refreshing, 

Cooling 

$5.00 

$15 dollar value 

COLOGNE 

A Subtle He-Man Aroma 
Especially Appealing 
to the Ladies 

$5X0 

$15 dollar value 


PLEA ' 1 


type? 


SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY 
OFFER! 

THESE AMAZING BARGAINS WILL BE 
OFFERED FOR A LIMuZ!' TIME ONLY 


< 

□ 

□ 


G!E 











